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His Generous F RI E N D 


1— 3 Eſquire. 


SIR, 


H E 8 Trifle being Cale 4 
at Rumpford, during the Weeks Re- 
tirement I ſo happily enjoy d within the 
Garden Walls of your delightful Manſion, 
I thought it the leaſt piece of Gratitude I 
could pay to your Civility, to return them 
as an acknowletigement of that Bounty which 
was the occaſion of * Birth; well know- 
ing you never wanted Goodneſs to accept of 
That Kindly which you bad reaſons to be- 
 lieve was Reſpectfully intended. 


Nor fhould I. have ventur d to bee 
Troubled you with Jo worthleſs a Preſent, 
bad you not been ff ef. tble of the little 


Leiſure 


* 


* 
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The Preface. 

Leiſi ure I had from your Ho ſpital Entertain- 
ments, to apply my ſelf to any Tack that 
might bave been more worthy of your fa- 
wourable Acceptance; ſo that ] beg that may, 
in ſame meaſure, excuſe the lowlineſs of the 
ſeveral Themes,as well as the meanneſs of my 
Performances: Tho, as Variety may proper 
by. be ſtiled the Mother of Delight, ſo I hope 
the Diverſity of the Subjects may yield you 
ſomething that may be agreeable to your Taſte, 
4 faſhionable Sauſes from a mixture of nu- 
merous Ingredients, have generally ſomething 
an their Relliſh that pleaſes every Palate. 


Therefore, as the Fare, tho it conſiſts of, 
ſeveral Courſes, is in the main but Ordina- 


ry, I ſhall not preſume to prepare your Appe- 


tite with a tedious Grace, but without a 


Pompous Dedication make bold to ſubſcribe 
„ —_ 


Your Hearty : 
a | 2 — Humble Servant. 
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W ARS 


OF THE 


ELEMENTS 


Hen by the helpof Canvas Wings I'd flown, 


| * 
\ V In ſearch of diftant Worlds to me un- * 
* {known, | 
And left my Natiye Geer and my Friends, * 4 
To brave the Raging Seas, and Stormy Winds; . 


One Ev'ning, when a Riff and pow'rful Gale 
Bow'd the tall Maſta, and fill'd each ſpreading gal. 
As oer the Main our Bark in Triumph rode, 9 
And with her ſtuldy Keel the Ocean plow'd, 
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That I the W onders of the Deep might learn. 


( f J t 


I Saz d around me from the reeling Stern, 


BKB 2 


| Juſt as the Seas had ſwallow'd up the Sun, 


And ſnatch'd him from the bluſhing Horizon, 
Which for a time retXin'd in Golden Streams 
A fading Tincture of his Fiery, Beams; 

Till che black Gagel of Infernal Night, 

Who on her Sable Wings purſues the Light, 
Came fly ing midlt a ſullen Cloud in haſte, 
Which ſcon expanded from the Eaſt to Weſt ; ; 


Then ſiretebir g wide her ſhady Pinions forth, 
She cover'd all the Seas from South to North, 


That in a trice the mighty Space grew dark, 

Nor could our Eyes behold one Starry Spark J 

But the wide Heav'ris were ſo depriv'd of Light, 

That to look vpwarcs'was-to doubt of Sight. 4: 
For when to Darkneſs ſo intens confin'd, 

ix caſie to imagine we are Blind. + 4 : 


3: 


8 (5) 

No ſooner had the Night, to our Surgrize, 
Thus, in deep Mourning hid the ſpangled Skie, 
That not one glim ring Meteor could appear, 
Or Star throughout the diſmal Hemiſphere. 
But Angry Boreas, from the Northern Shore, 
Chang d his ſhrill Whiſt lings to a frightful 1 * 
And breaking thro' the diſtant Clouds began 
To curl the Billows of the foaming Mainz | 
Whoſe Snowy Heads, like Mountain-Tops, look'd 


- * 
1 


And ſtruck at eery Claſh a ſparkling Licht. 
Such that oft flies from the ſwift Courſers N 
when Flint and Steel with ſudden Violence 3 


— Waves now hiſs'd amidſt their Jars, | 
As it Ten thouſand Snakes had been at Wars; 
And at each Guft that Zolw let fly, 
Mounted their frothy Heads full Topmaſt high. 
The Seas thus ſwelling with Tumultuous Rage, 
; \ 
Did on all ſides the rowling Bark engage; 


And - 
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| And made her at each bold Tremenduous Stroke, | 
Twiſt her ftiff Planks, and tremble at the Shock. 
The frighted Sailors at the Storm aghaſt, 
Lor d the furl'd Canvas of each lofty Malt 
| That the tall Pines might ſtand the more ſecure, 
And with leſs harm the Boiſt'rous Winds endure: 
With ſtarting Eyes the Danger we beheld, 
Whilſt growing Fears our fading Hopes repell'd. 
But the Bold Captain, who in Triumph ſtood, 
'- Commanding what he thought moſt ſafe and good; 
| Deſpis d the Fury of the threatning Waves, 5 \ 
And with Heroick Courage warm'd his Slaves. 
So the Brave Chief, not fearing to be Slain, 
Faces Deaths Mſſengers with proud Diſdain, 
And Chears hi Sweating Troops upon the fatal 
5 * 


+ Sometimes, My Lads Pump Briſkly, he would ery; 
Then roar out, Hard of Weather by and by. 
| Hard 


\ OFF 
Hard up, 11 and give ber all you can. 
vill done, my Lad, thou Steer ft ber liks a Man. 
Se Boxes bravely, tho the Sea rum: bigh, | 
But, Heav'n be prais'd, no threat ning Shore is nigh. 
Ne'er fear, but Courage take my Hearts of Gold. 
: Go ſie what Depth of Water's in the Hold. 
bat ſay, my Lads, are all things ſafe below? 
Tea, yea. That's well, — 
Be Briſt, my Boys, we've nothing yet amiſs, | 
as work'd thro* many a greater Storm than thi, . 
| E 
- Thus giving Comfort to his aQive Slaves, 
With mounting Keel we clinyb'd'the ſwelling Vans 
The ſturdy Bark contending as ſhe fled, 224 
With the proud Billpws that aſlail'd her head; gh 
Did Bravely their united Pow'r divide, 
And box'd her Briny Foes from ſide to ſide. 
So the Couragious Bull, with Curling Creſt, 
When by bis Dub: her d Enemies opprelt, 


Boldly deſpiſing their Co njunctive Force, 
With active Horns the angry: Curs diſperſe. 


1 


At length the Winds with greater Violence blew, 


And the proud Surges mo re Tempeſtuous grew: 


Streams of ſwift Lightning darted thro! the Air, 


And rowling Thunder eccho'd from #far; : 


The Sullen Clouds did in their turns gape wide, 
And breath'd their fubtile Flames on very fide; 
Which as they ſwiftly paſs d, hiſs'd round the Bark, 
Then. vaniſh*d from on r Eves, Wa left us dark. 

So the Diſdainfol Nym ph her Maſk withdraws, 


And with a fudden/Glanace her Lover awes 


Juſt throws her Lightning at his wondering Eyes, 


Then hides. her Charms, and leaves him in Surprise 


f 


As thus thro* Lofty Seas we c ut our way, 


Involv'd in Darkneſs, wiſhing fox the Day, 


The ſporting Crampos round the v. &ffel play'd, 
And thro their Gills a hollow Groay, ing made; 


1 


e 
Caſt up their Spouts into the thick ning Air, 
And plow'd the angry Surges here and there. 


— 


All ſeeming, by their fiery Heads, to bode 


Approaching Mi ſchefs, when they *coſe and blow -d. 
Then bolting thro* the Waves, they made us feel 
The jarring Strokes they gave the ſturdy Keel; 
That the whole Veſſel trembl'd at the Shock, 

As if we'd ſtruck-upon ſome fatal Rock. 


Porpus in Numbers revel'd in the Dark, 
And rowling by our ſides admir'd the Bark. 
Their vely Form, tho Night, we could deſcry, 
By the ſwift Light*ning darted from the Sky. 
Sometimes they*d Sport upon each riſing Wave, 
Pleas'd with the Flaſhes which the Heavens gave, 
As if the Finny Monlters meant to warm 
Their frigid Noſis in the fiery Storm. 
So Bats and Owls, who ſhun the ſolar Light, 
Expand their pointed Wings, and rove by Night: 


* 
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(10) 
In frightful Tempeſts join their Mates and fly 
With greateſt Pleaſare when the Wind's moſt high. 


The jarring Elements ſtill fiercer grew, 


And all things ſeem*d more Dreadful to our view. 


The angry Seas their utmoſt Envy ſhow'd, 
And &ery Cloud its flaming Sulpher throw'd, 
As if Contending Gods had been at Wars, 
And that the Heav'ns were ruffd with their Jars. 
For as we tofs*d we trembl'd with the fright 
Of diſmal Darkneſs, or tremenduous Light: 
Nocturnal Horrors did the Globe embrace, | 
And dire Confuſion fill'd the Gloomy Space. 
The blazing Darts encounter'd with the Wind, 
And Bolts of Thunder follow*d ſtill behind. 
For _s the pointed Light'ning hiſſing flew, 

A dreadful Clap did &ery Flaſh purſue. 

So Death's loud Engines we ſo oft employ, 


By whoſe ſwift Balls ſuch Valiant Numbers dye, 


Firſt ſpit their Fire, then eccho thro the Sky. 


; 


The 


he 


1 me 


Ie Seas in Mountains did themſelves divide, 


| And threat'ning Graves look d deep on every fide: 
Sometimes in Liquid Vales we rowling lay, 


Then thro the Briny Alps we cut our way. 


Sometimes we ſunk tow'rds Nepturz's Palace down, 


As if trausfer'd into ſome World unknown : 

Then climbing Wat'ry Hills, we roſe as high, 

As if our Topmaſt touch'd the duſky Sky. 

Thus thro? the fright'ning Danger did we ſteer, 
All Lab'ring in the Storm, *twixt Hope and Fear 


| Humbly imploring that the Gods would ſave 


Our floating Bark from each Tempeſtuous Wave: 
Which ſpir'd aloft, and with impetuous Rage, 
Its foaming Neighbours fiercely did engage: 

Yet fill no ſooner were their Wars begun, 

But many join'd their claſhing Heads in one; 
As if they only joeſrd with Delight, 

And F like true Lovers, quarrePd to Unite. 

So Iealouſies oft raiſe a ſudden Strife, 


*Twizt the fond Huſband * the am'rous Wife, 
2 | 
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Who Smiling, ſoon conclude their verbal War, 


And hug the Cloſer when their Jars are o'er. 


The Storm encreav, as did our Trembling Fears, 


And our beſt hopes were in our Pray'rs and Tears. 


Fieice Hurricanes in Pow'rful Gults aſſail'd 


The ſturdy Bark, till all our Courage fail'd, 


Except the Captain, who Undaunted ſtood, 
And with a Look ſerene the Danger view'd : 
Whilſt the Proud Winds, encreaſing ſtill their Force, 


| Swell'd the aſpiring Waves from bad to worſe. 


And by the Demons of the Air impower'd, 


Wrung the ſtiff Maſts, and brought them 6 the 
3 Board; 


Whoſe lofty Heads had long in Triumph ſtood, 
- Whilſt Dying Mortals ſtain'd their ſides with Blood 
| When Show'rs of Bullets flew like April Hail, 


From Foes that Storm'd our floating Citadel. 


But now the Tow'ring Pines wich long had born, 


Their ſpreading Canvas were to ſhivers torn, | 2 
ö + n 


ſ 


| =. 
And by the Tempelt firipp'd of ev'ry Sail, 
Bow d their ſtiff Necks, and crackl d as they tel. 
So the tall Oak that has for Yeats ſuſtain d 
The Force of Thunder, and the Rage of wind, 
Yet ſome fierce Light' ning does at laſt confound 
The ſpiring Plant, and rends it to the Ground. 
Whoſe bending Arms, and ſolid Trunk had flood 
For Ages paſt, the Wonder of the Wood. 


Now thro? the climbing Seas the Roving Hull, 
Unrigg'd, unmaſted, and diſrob'd of all 
Her uſeful Tackle, cut her Briny way, 
And ſtill ſurviv d her dangerous decay: 
$9 the Brave Mind with Chriſtian Courage Bleſt, 
Will Nobly with impending Fate Conteſt; 
Does on his own- Bold Fortitude rely, 
And ſcorns to Yield whilft able to Defy: | 


The Trembling Sailors now, alas, began 
To ſhew their Fear, by looking Pale and wan. : 


14) 
Some to their Pray rs ih humble Poſtures fell, 
As if the Storm had rung their paſſing - Bell. 
Others more Bold and Hardy ſtood amaz d. 
And with leſs Fear upon the Danger gaz d. 
Some at the Pump their ſturdy Arms employ'd, 
And did with Pains unpriſon'd Waters void; | 
Diſcharging back to the imperious Main, 
The Captive Brine we in the Storm had ta'en, - 
Others quite deſtitute of Sence or Grace, 
Thoughtlels of preſent Death, or future Place, 
Like Noah's Beaſts, ſtood Roaring in the Ark, 
And Curs'd the Winds that had unrigg'd the Barque, 
So Loſing Gamſters, when with Paſſion drunk, 
Some Pray 11 Fortune, others Damn the Punk. 


Thus Neptune's Sons their various Humours had. 
And thoſe who Fear made Good, reprov*d the Bad, 
Whilſt the moſt Wicked ſeeming leaſt diſmaid, 
Diſcharg d Infernal Oaths at thoſe that Pray*d. 


80 


e 
80 Oroaning Mortals, who on Death-Beds le, 
Make diff rent Ends, and as they ve Liv d they Dye 


The Churly Boatſwain busfl'd Fore and Aft, 

Now Rav'd and Damn'd, and then a Dram he 
[quaſf'd, 

With knotted Hemp reviv'd the Slothful Back, 

That each in turn his Trig at Helm might take ; 

Driving the Drowſie Slaves from ſleepy Eaſe, 

T* attend the threat'ning Dangers of the Seas. 

Cut down the Hammocks where the Lubbers lay, 

And made them Labour to deſerve their Pay. q 

Strain'd his hoarſe Voice at ev'ry Fault he found, = 

And doom d them to be Hang d inſtead of Drown'd. 

Kept all above Deck in a time of Need, 

That none, thro* Sloth, might be from Duty freed, 

But in their ſev*ral Stations ready ſtand, 

To inſtantly Obey their Chiefs Command. 

Thus Pond'ring upon Fate, they hop'd to ſhun, 


Diſputing what was ſafeſt to be done; Ct: 
| Winching 


C6) 


5 winching at Waves, they did with Dread behold, 
As oer our Hatches they in Triumph row I'd. 


80 Troops, tho Valiant, when their Foes appear, 


In trembling Files, behold the Danger near, 


Their Gen'rals Orders with Impatience wait, 


Some hoping Conqueſt, others fearing Fate. 


Still claſhing Seas in frothy Mountains run, 


Which to napendioas pyramids were grown ; 1 


Whoſe foaming Heads gave fuch amazing Light, 
That ſhew'd the Dreadful Perils of the Night: 
Huge Liquid Iſlands broke upon our Bow, 


And did with rapid Force our Decks o'erflow; 


Run Fore and Aft, as if defign'd our Graves, 


And rowPd from Stem to Stern in Curling Waves: 
© . Waſh'd cer our Heads, and then, by flow degrees, 
Stole thro' our Skuppers to their Native Seas: 


Yet Rill we liv'd by Providence Divine, 
Tho! for a ſpace we pickl'd lay in Brine. 


1. 
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(7) 
Th' Almighty Hand preſerv'd us from the Main, 
For tho' we drown'd a while we *roſe again. > 
Then like pale Convicts pardon d by the State, 
We gladly view d our diſappointed Fate; 

And pleas'd we had ſurviv'd the Dangers near, 
| With ſudden Joy ſubdu'd our Pannick Fear. | 


Our Burthen now we lighten d by degrees, 
And with our Wealthy Lading Brib'd the Seas; 
That each Triumphant Wave which o'er us run, 
| Amidſt the Storm might have no Pow'r to drown; 
For as the floating Barque leſs Water drew, 

More ſafely o'er the Liquid Hills we flew 
And from the Diſmal Valleys of che Main, 
Mounted aloft with greater eaſe again: 

So the Land-Robber, when he wins a Prize, 
And finds it weighty as in haſte he flies, | 
It cloſe perſu'd, he drops the heavy Purſe, 
To fave his Neck, by favouring his Horſe. 


* * 


* 


The Seas impatient that we thus ſurviy'd, | | 
As if God Neptune thought us too long liv'd, 
With Raging Force the trembling Crew diſmaid, 
And rent the Boltſplit from the Veſſels head. 
The angry Ocean {triving to obtain 
By Peacemeal, what at once it could not gain. 


This freſh Diſaſter caus'd a ſudden Cry, 


As if our Hopes were ſunk, and Death was nigh : 


A ſtrong Confuſton thro* the Barque aroſe, 
And Penetential Sighs were mix d with Oaths: 


Some to Almighty Jove their Pray'rs apply'd, 


Some for their diftant Wives and Children cry d: 


Some dreading Death did a la: mort appear; N 


Others exempt from any Signs of Fear, 
Seem'd Boldly to deſpiſe the Danger near. 
Juſt ſo in Battle, where the War-Horſe Pants, 
The Heroe Bluſters, and the Coward F aints. 


The Brave Commander ſtill Maintain'd his Ground, 


No ſhews of Terror in his Looks were found; 4 
3 | No 


nd, 


No 


Braving the Danger, as a Heroe ſhou'd. 


| Chear up, and take a Cup of Comfort round : 
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Nor Cow'rdly Faulters in his Speech betray d, 
His Manly Courage in the leaſt decay d; 
But on the rowling Deck h* undaunted ſtood, 


Cheor up, my Hearts, the God-like Monarch eryd, 
In ſpite of Winds we ſtill in Safety Ride: 
What tho* the Shrouds are from our Gunnils torun, 
And to the Deck our lofty Maſts are born? 
i hat ibo the Boltſplit's ſhiver'd from ber head, 
And on the Raging Winds our Sails are fled = 
Tet, by. Jove's Providence, ws Live and Swim, 
And ſhall not Periſh whilſt we truſt in bin. 
Be Briſe, my Lads, I * the worſt is paſt, 
For Storms like theſe too Violent are to laft.' 
Good Heay'n be prais'd, our Hull is tite aud ſound, 


Go, B07 tb the beſt Brandy fill a Kan, 
Aud hand a mod*rate Dram to &ery Man. ' 


C 3 


6 
Th Moon that bears Doni nion ober the Sea, 
And Rules the Waves, muſt near ber Riſing be, 
When fe appears, the Damons of the Night, 


That vex the Winds, will vaniſh from ber Sight. 


The. Clouds begin to tpen in the Eaſt, 

The foaming Waves &er long will be at ref, 
And all th: Midnight Spirits fly to ſhun 
The Lucid Glories of the L:mpid Moon; ; 
For the Mad Goblins, who in Darkneſs dwell, 
ben Light approaches ſeck their Native Hell : 
Therefore, my Lads, be Vigilant and Bold, 


And Pump with Courage till ye clear the Hold 3 


For if ny unſeen Danger lurks below, 
Aloft let's fear no Stormy Winds that Blum. 
To doubt Jove's Grodneſs is a bigh Offence, 
He's always ſafe that truſts in Providence. 


The Brave, by Courage, Fortunes Frowns abate, 
bill Fainting Cowards baſlin on their Fate. a 
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The Jarring Heavens {till enrag'd, began 

To de their Sluces, and diſcharge their Rain: 

In weighty Show'rs the piercing Waters fell, 

Shot down by Thunder, and-commiz'd with Hail; 

That on the lipp'ry Decks we quaking ſtood, 

Dreading a ſecond Univerſal Flood. 

Sometimes the Icy Stones, like Bullets flew, 

And on our Faces did their Violence ſhew, 

Caus d by their ſudden Stroaks a pricking Smart, 
Tormenting as they fell each naked part: 

| Sometimes in haſty Squalls the Rains were thrown, 

And by tempeſtnous Winds upon us blown, 

That the dark Show'rs that rattPd on our Decks, 


And from our dripping Locks benumb'd our Necks. 


In Cloudy Waves inſtead of Draps came down, 
As it the Reſtleſs Seas ſo Proud were grown, 145 6 
That quite diſdaining of the Sands embrace, . 

'T bad broke their Bounds, and filYd the mighty 


Thus 
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Tubus falling Waters join'd the eating Main, 
And as we rowl'd in Brine we ſwum in Rain. 


Bat when the Stormy Heav'ns in eager Wars 

Had ſpent their Thunder, and appeas'd their Jars, 

And Clouds their liquid Stores had Diſembogu'd, 

Which in their ſmoaky Arms they long had hug d, 

The ſpangled Rooff did to our Joy appear, 

And here and there twixt flying Skuds look d clear : 

The Eaſtern Sky producd a pleaſing Light, | 

And from th' approaching Moon grew Calm and 
| | | 4 [White. 

Whoſe palled Rays each Moment brighter ſhone, 

As the fair Goddeſs climb'd the Horizon: 

Till farting up at laſt thro diſtant Seas, 

She did the Ocean's Fury ſoon appeaſe, 

As if ſhe came with utmoſt ſpeed to ſave 


Deſpairing Mortals from a Wat'ry Crave. 
Like Zealous Per ſians we ador'd her Light, 


| ation the bright Nymph, and Glory'd in her ſight, 
7 Whole 
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Whoſe peaceful Looks, by ſame Celeſtial Charm, 
Soon quell d the Rage of the declining Storm z 
Repell'd the Winds, and looking down in State, 
Did with calm Smiles the ſwelling Waves abate. 
Thus by her Influence all the Heav'ns were clear d, 
That ofer our Heads no threat'ning Cloud appear d; 
As if Night Spirits, who in anger fly 

Betwixt the reſtleſs Ocean and the Sky, 

Were bound, by the Decrees of Fate, to ſhun 

The pale-fac'd Moon, as Ghoſts the riſing Sun. 

Such Power has Beauty, that each hurtful Sprite 
Flies from its Charms, as Bats and Owls from Light. 


Thus all the Jarring Elements were tam'd, 
And Peace between the Winds and Seas proclaim'd: 
Thankſgiving now ſupply*d the room of Pray'rs, | 
And ſudden Joy perſu*d our flying Fears 
Our curdI*d Blood, by Dying thoughts congeal'd, 
Long from its uſual Courſe by frights repell'd, 


p Reſum'd 


= That as the World (now paſt the dreadful Scene) 


it... £ 
| Reſum'd its Native warmth, and now began 


To force its Paſſage thro* each frozen Vein. 
The Sailors their deſpairing Looks adjourn'd, 
And their late Fears were into Gladneſs turn'd. 
A pleafing Hope ſat ſmiling on their Brows, 
And the calm Proſpect did their Spirits rouze ; 


Appear'd as if t ad freſh Created been, 

80 every Man delighted with the view, 
| Seem*'d by his Aſpe& chang*d to ſomething new. 
So the Wood Choriſters in Wind and Rain, 

With dripping Wings ſet full of fear and pain: | 
But when the Violence of the Storm is ofer, | | 
And the Sun Beams their pleaſing Mirth reſtore, * 

They clap their Wings for Joy, and Warble as before. | 


1 
| 
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CONTEMPLATIVE 
ANGLER 


OW beauteous do the Azure Skies appear, oy | 
How bright the Sun ſhine, how ſexene the 


5 


How green and pleaſant are each flow ry Mead, 


Where Teeming Nature does her Bounty ſpread ? 
How the calm Streams in ſoft meanders glide, 
And Whiſp'ring Kiſs the Ofiers as they {lide? 
With what ſubmiſſion do the verdent Weeds 
Upon the Surlace bow * humble Heads, 
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And pointing downwards, as the Waters flow, 
Seem to direct the way the Stream ſhould go: 


Hot bleſt do all things . jolly Bite; 
Efaith I've loſt him: Pox of Fortune's ſpight. a 

I thought him once my own, but now he's gone; , 

| What a D——nd Fool was 1 to ſtrike ſo ſoon? a 
He was a thumping Devil by his weicht: 9 | © 

A Murrain take him, he has gorg d the Bait 8 
This Hook 's too ſmall to hold a Fiſh ſo great. | 2 

0 

Once more have at thee: Now for better Luck; # 
here's a freſh Worm to * thee to the _; 2 
But if thy Jaws are priek d, then farwell Fiſh, P 

I neer ſhall ſee thee butter d in a Diſh : 1 
For Filh once wounded, from the Bait retire, * 1 
As the Burnt Child will always dread the Fire. | 4 

| F 

| | —" | MI 

How Fertile are the Banks on which I ſtand, "5H 
With Flow'rs adorn d by Nature's gen'rous Hand? E 


How 


eee 


* 


'Nouns, I could leap upon thee, and beftride . 
Thy brawny Back, and like Orion ride: . 


. 
How kindly they defend the Neighb'ring Grounds; 
And keep the ſwelling Floods within their Bounds, —*4 
Whilſt bleating Flocks upon their Edges graze, | 
And with cool Herbs prolong their happy Days? 
How good is bounteous Heaven, to beſtow 
Such Mercies on its Creatures here below ? 
0 Bleſs ! — Adsheart, what a huge Jack is there! 
O that I had my Troling-Line or Snare ; 
What a dull thoughtleſs Fool was I to come, 
Thus, Bungler-like, and leave my Tools at Home ? 
Sure my Croſs Stars with Fortune's Frowas unite, 
What a rare Supper ſball I loſe this Night? 


How quick he's fled, as if the Rogue could hear 

My murm'ring Threats, and ſhot away for Fear. 

Tis well thou'rt gone, or I'd have found ſome Way, 
To ve ſtop'd thy Journey, and have forc'd thy Stay: 
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„ COP 
For thou art grown to ſuch a large Extent, 
That Butter ought to be thy Element. 


Bleſs us! What Flights of Starlings tow'r Aloft, 
And how the Pidgeons cover yonder Croft ? 

What Shame it is they ſhould in Triumph feed, 

And to the Farmer's Wrong, devour his Seed. 

Had I my Gun, I'd wiſh no fairer Sight; 

What Slaughter could I — wounds! A Bite, a Bite. 
Pve miſs d again, but this Loſs is not much, | 
*I'was but a Minnoe, or ſome. puny Reach. 

Some mibling Fry that ſcarce could ſink the Float, 
Not worth the Dreſſing if he had been caught. 

"Tis true, tho? ſmall, a Dozen of fuch Fiſh 

Might have been us'd for Garniſh round the Diſh, 
But let me go, I've time twixt this and Night, 

To fill my Bag with Thumpers, if they Il bite. 

Not that I'll be ſo proud to ſcorn the leſs, 

The ſporting Fry the number will encreaſe. 
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(290 
For what we Anglers murder, Small or Great, 
We always count by Dozens not by Weight: 

No for a o of Eighteen Inches long, 
Pd ſhew him Sport, I know my Tackle's ſtrong. 
Eer now, with this ſame ſingle Hair and Rod, 
Pve weigh'd a Carp as big as any Cod. 
Hold, I believe I ſtretch a little there, 
However, 'twas a Monſtrous Fiſh I'll irene : 3 | 
I'm ſure it din'd full Twenty Men at leaſt, 
And was eſteem d a very ſumptuous Feaſt: 
Nay, there was more than all the Gueſts could eat, | 
But tas indeed help'd out with Butchers Meat. 


Bleſs me! How ſweet does yonder Sky Lark fing, 
as up Aloft ſhe tow*rs upon the Wing 

The Glories of the Day delight her Eyes, 

And make her from the Earth in Triumph riſe. 
But now ſhe to her utmoſt Pitch i is flown, 

She ſtops her Note, and drops in Silence down. · 
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So the proud Fav rite does at Court rejoyce, 


und as he Riſes makes a wondrous Noiſe; 


But ſoaring Higher than he ought to fly, 
With broken Wings he pitches from on High. 


How Brisk and Gay! Adcheart my Float is 
D drown'd 


Now for a Fiſh that weighs at leaſt a Pound; 
Pox on't, tis a Ground-bite, my Line is loſt, 
Was ever Man with ſuch ill Fortune croſt: 


A Murrain take thoſe Weeds that lurking lye, 


The Curling Surface hid them from my Eye. 
| Chear up; this bodes no Good, I muſt confeſs, 


f WT  . Tho! I've more Tackle to ſupply its Place, 


But Tl remove from hence to yonder Nook, 
And not ſplit twice upon one fatal Rock. 
So, let me ſee Ay, this I think will do, 

Here's a fine Shade, and a deep Water too. 


This is a likely Place as Heart can wiſh, | 

| The Devil's in't if here I catch no Fim. 
There I lie well, if Fortune be but kind, 

III ſhew her Sport, altho* the Gypſy's bligd. 
When in one Poſt we've Diſapointments found, 
is Wiſdom for a Man to change his Ground. 


How finely does this ſhady Willow ſpread, 
And from the ſcorching Sun defend my Head? 
Sure tis ſome Daphne chang'd into a Tree, : 
To ſave her Beauty from Pollution free 
And that the might, by being turn'd to Wood, 
Eſcape the Fury of ſome luſtful God. 

O that I had my Mariana here, | 

With what Delight could I embrace my Dean 

Who could a more obſcure Retirement find? 

The Place by Nature ſeems for Love dg 2 
No envious Eyes could interrupt our Joys, 

What Am'rous Pair could make a ſafer Choice? * 
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* Non but the Gods, and flent Fiſh could 66, 
| What paſs'd betwixt the bluſhing Nimph and nu. 
O that I had her ſtrugling in my Arms, b 
How kindly could 1 warm her melting Charms. 

By Hogs and Vows decoy the pretty Fool, 
| And Fiſh for Joy in Love's delightful Pool. 
But this, alas, is but an idle Dream, 
Rais'd by the lulling Whiſpers of the Stream 
 Whoſe'pleaſing Murmurs do my Soul inſpire 
With gentle Love, and kindle up Defire. 


- 


A Bite, a ſwinging Fiſh, a Pox of Love. 
Well ftruck, he's mine, I have him falt, by Fore. 
1 dare not weigh him he's ſo large, I fear 
en ſnap my Line, that's but a ſingle Hair: 

3 1 1 Hang it, I'll try, now Fortune give me Luck; 
i 2 fx” Adsdeath, he's ſheard my Line and gorg'd my Hook. 
Mi 4 He was a bouncing Rogue, ſo monſtrous Big, 

e word about and tumbl d like a Pig, 
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(33 
Nouns, that my Line ſhould break and let him go; 
Fortune's a Whore to tantalize me ſo. 

What Man can ſuch a Loſs with Patience bear? 
Such curſed Luck would make a Parſon ſwear. 
This is a fretting Plague, a double Hurt; 
I've loſt at once my Booty and my Sport. 
My Lines and Hooks are gone; I'm ruin d quite, 
Juſt as the Perch and Trout begin to bite. 
Had it not been for this confounded Fiſh, 
I'm certain I had caught a Noble Diſh. 
Beſides, my Wife may loſe her Longing by*t, 
I told her ſhe ſhould Sup of Fiſh this Night, 

And ſince I've none to carry Home, I fear 
She'll think, poor Girl, I had 'em dreſs'd elſewhere, 
So teaz her ſelf that I ſhould prove unkind, 

And with her own Miſtakes diſturb her Mind, 
However, I have one Reſerve at laſt, 
To ſave my Credit, and delight her Taſte; 
VII to the Miller ſtep, for a ſmall Sum 

He'll caſt his Net, and ſend me loaded Home. NF 


| ( 34) 

| 2 | a For he that diſapoints a Longing Wife, 
Adds Thorns and Briars to a Marry'd Life. 
For Wives as well as Concubines we find, 

No longer than they're humour'd will be kind. 


It 


A" 21 Ea 
DIALOGUE. 
St. PETES&* 

- AND A 


Low Church man. 
Em 2 a ————— — ——— 
5 K. Peter. | 


* 


HT, how now Friend, I prithee of what Church 
Art thou, who knocks ſo boldly at the Porch ? 
Low Church-man. 


If the Profeſſion of my Faith you'd know, 


m of that Church which People call the Low 3 5 
2 | | 


(36) 
A Moderator, full of ſaving Grace, 
Therefore, Friend Peter, prithee let me paſs. 


$t. Peter. 


Stand of, proud Soul, have I my Honour loft ? 
Sure thou forget'ft my Title and my Poft - 
Have I been Sainted many bundred Tears ? 

As by the Roman Calendar appears; 

Ard after all muſt I be thus dpi 

By Clowns, as if Id neter been Canoniz'd ? 


Low Cburchman. 


Thon know'lt, Friend Peter, thou wert mean of Birh, 
And Bred but a poor Fiſber man on Earth. 
- ?Tis true, the Romans ſay thou wert their Pope; 
Thou'rt ne'er the more a Saint for that, I hope. 
For Popes are wicked Antichriſtian things, 
Meer Biſhops, and as bad, or worſe than Kings. 

| How 


i 


. 


(37) 
How then can we that are the Righteons grant 
To thee the Holy Title of a Saint? 


St. Peter. 


Have you this Do@rine from a Low-Church Guide? 
Do you in ſuch groſs Falſities confide? 

Was I not, long ſince, an Apoſtle choſe * 

And bave I not the Pow'r to Bind or Looſe? 
When my Great Lord by Judas was Betray'd, 

Did I not boldly draw my Trufty Blade, 

And cleave the Ear of Malchus from bis Head? 
Was not my fleddy Faith the Rock or Stone 

The very Chriſtian Church was Built upon? 

And were not Heavens Keys refign'd to me, 

It Witneſs of my flanch Fidelity ? 

Did I not Preach the Truth where &er I came, 
And Die at lafl a Martyr for the ſame? 

Aſcend from Earth to keep the Holy Gate, 

Where Kings and Biſhops do my Leiſure wait : 
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(33) 


Lud muſt my Saint big be diſputed now, 


By ſuch a worthleſs flubborn Soul as thou, 
When Princes do my ſacred Stile allow ? 


Low-Churchman. 


You've done your ſelf great Honour I confeſs; 
But *tis an eaſie Task to make it leſs. 


+ Your Tatter'd Nets you did forſake*tis true; * P. 3's 


octrine. 


Perhaps for the good Loa ves you had in view. + 


' What tho you drew your whiniard, as you ſaid, 
And cut the High-Prieft's Servant o'er the Head, 


Did you not prove an Atheiſt and a Lyar, 
And thrice deny your Maſter by the Fire? 


How then can ſuch a Lame ApoſtI' expect 


That Title, only due to the Ele& ? 
St. Peter. 


Blaſphemous Wretch, bor durft thy wicked Mouth 


Diſconour and Prophane the Holy Truth? _ 
0 


— 


(039 5 
Do'ft thou not know it was before decreed 
That TI ſhould ſay and de what &er I did? 

Did not the Godhead in the Fleſh foreſee, 

And truly Propheſie how things ſhould be ? 

How then could I do otber than fulfil 
His ſacred Word, according to bis Vill? 


Low-Churchman. 


Your Lord's Pre-knowledge of your falſe reply, 
Could not enjoyn his Servant to a Lie: : 
Chriſt was too Juſt, who did your Guilt foreſee, 
To force you to a Sinful Falſity. | 
No; 'twas your Fear, and not our Saviour's Words, 
That caus d you to deny the Lord of Lords. 
The Son of Truth would not impoſe on you 


What's falſe, to make his own Predictions true; | 
Therefore, inſtead of me, *tis you Blaſpheme, 
In charging your own Frailty upon him. 


(49) 
St. Peter. 


Tho' Heav'n commands no Mortal Man to Sin, 
Nor does to Evil Deeds our Hearts incline, | 
Tet does it oft permit the Beftl on Earth 

To few the Curſe intai ld on Human Birth, 
That Man may know by Nature be's too baſe, 
And weak to do bis Duty without Grace. 

Proud Man on bis own Strength would elſe depend, 
And no Oblations to his Maker ſend : 

Forget from whence he does his Breath derive ; 
And thougbtleſs of bis Gofl would thankleſs Live z 
| Therefore wiſe Heaven, tho! my Faith was ſtrong, 
Permitted me to do my Conſcience wrong 

That future Ages by my Lapſe might ſee, 

No Chriſtian without Grace can ſtedfaſt be: 

Not that juſt Heav'n commanded me to Sin, 

But thro? Negle# the Devil drew me in. 


—_—_ ME 


But at all Times and Seaſons watchful be, 


(47) 


This weakneſs of my Nature Chriſt foreſaw, 
Therefore foretold bow T ſhould break bis Las, 
That future Chriſtians might depend alone 
On God, and no Lame Vertues of their own, 


And bumbly Pray they may be always free 
From' thoſe Temptations that prevail d on me. 


Low-Churchman. 


Prithee, old Friend, forbear this needleſs Chat, 

Keep me not in ſuſpence, bat Ope the Gate; 

Pye here a good Certificate to ſhew, 

I lov'd the Church and the Diſtenters too; 

Pray'd and Commun'd with Both, oft Fed the Poor, 
And join'd with All fides to be more ſecure: 
Therefore I hope you'll not Diſpute my Right 

Fo paſs the Gate into Eternal Light. 
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(42) 


St. Peter. 


Hold, Friend, thy Paſſport wants a Biſhops Seal: 
Thou com / not from the Church Epiſcopal. 
I can't preſume to let yon in this way; 


Te muſt return to jonder Gloom and ſlay 


To haus your Cauſe determin'd at the laſt Great Day 8 


THE 


THE 


Honeſt Layman's 


APPROBATION and DISLIKE: - 
Ft * 


{ 
/ 


O R, 
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Inſtructions what to Chuſe, 
and what Sun. 


Love good Wine, but Hate a careleſs Sot; 
[| A Rake who, to the Scandal of his Life, 
Shall pay more Deff rence to a Tavern Pot 

Than to a Faithful Friend, or Vertuous Wife. 


E 
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044) 
I Doat on Female Beauty, yet Deſpiſe 
The common Punk that Proftitutes the ſame : U 


She who firſt Fires you with her wanton Eyes, 
And then for half a Dollar cools your Flame. A 


I Love the Lady with an awful Face, 
Modeft by Nature, not Diſguis'd by Art, A 
Who, without Boaſting, has both Wit and Grace 
Sufficient to protect her F emale Heart. | 


I Honour the True Church that does preſide; 
| | Obſerve Her Precepts, and Her Rules Obey : N 
But cannot truly Reverence the Guide | 
That gives each Blockhead leave to chuſe his way. þ 


: Give me the Pilot that obſerves the North : 

For he that Stcers at Randum with each Wind, I 
Shews he believes th' Immortal Freight not worth 

The Port of Heav'n, to which the Soul's Conſign d. T 


© 


(459 
I Love a Man of Honour, and a Friend, 
Who ſay no more than what they mean to doz 
But hate thoſe prating Blockheads, who pretend 
More Kindneſs than they &er deſign to ſhew. | 


With good Companions I delight to ſit, 
Men of ſuch Prudence that they Spend to Spare, 
Who Talk no leſs than what becomes their Wit, 
And Drink no more than what their Brains can bear. 


I Love the Pleaſures of a duſky Grove; 
Not there to Sigh for ſome diſdainful Maid, 
But to Contemplate on the Things Above, 
And Bleſs the Hand that form'd the happy Shade. 


Reading I love, and very often 1 
Into Old Authors, till I tire my Eyes; 

But hate a Canting, Damn'd Fanatick Book, 
That's ſtuff d with nothing but deceitful Lies. 


(45) 

I love a chearful Story, that is full 

Of merry Flirts, if modeſtly expreſt, 
But hate a noifie Coxcomb that's ſo dull 

To tell amazing Lies without a Jeft. 


— 
—_— 


IT love my Native Country and my Prince, 
And with true Zeal for both their Wellfare Pray, 
But hate that Tribe, who as they did long ſince, 
Continue ftill to Murmur and Betray. | 


THE |; 
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THE 


II ercenary H arlot's 
REPROOF 


Old Miſer, 


Who Solicites her Favours 


(; ANST thou, penurious Wretch, pretend 
To be a Lover, or a Friend, 


When only Deſtin'd to adore 

Thy ſwelling Bags of glitt'ring Ore. 
No Beauty, can thy Eyes behold, 
'BBut in a Face that's Stamp'd on Gold: 


(45) 
Or in the Royal Phiz that Shines 
On the pale Droſs of Indian Mines. 


Bluſh at thy Flatteries, and forbear 
Thy formal Cringes to the Fair : 
* No Hand on my ſoft Boſom lay, 
But to thy Bags thy Courtſhip pay. 


CH „* 
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My Favours I ſhall only ſpare 

To thoſe who Young and Gen'rous are. 
Beauty by Heaven is deſign'd 

To bleſs alone the Noble Mind, 

And not for thoſe who prize the Charms 

Ot Mammon, more than Chloe's Arms. 

Thy Grov'ling Soul's not fit to move 

In the delightful Sphere of Love: 

*Tis not refin'd enough to know 

The Pleaſures which from Beauty flow x 

Nor can you in Perfection tafte 

Thoſe Joys we laviſh, when Embrac'd 
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(49) 
By a fond Lover, who would loſe 
A World for's Miſtreſs, or his Spouſe z 
And, like Antonius, Sacrifice 
The Globe to his Cleopatra's Eyes. | 
Such are the Lovers J ad mare, | 
Who when their Hearts are ſet on Fire, 
Will Sell their Lands to quench their Flame, 
Or wade thro' Blood to win the Dame: 
Lay down their Treaſure at her Feet, 
And to her Charms their ALL ſubmit. 
Thus purchaſe with their utmoſt Wealth, 
Thoſe Joys ſo often reap'd by Stealth. 
For what kind Fair One who has Darts 
To Wound the brave, and pleaſing Arts 


To eaſe their Captivated Hearts, 
Would cool the warm Laſcivious Itch 


Of an old Parſimonious Wretch; 
Who is, alas, too narrow Soul' J, 


To pave the way to Bliſs with Gold: 
G And 


8 CIR I 
And durſt not open one Seal'd Bag, hs | 
To make his Chloe's Buttocks wag ? 

Be gone, poor Muckworm, quit my Room, 
And let the Gen'rous Lover come : 

No Am'rous Joy ſhall I reſign 

To him that doats upon his Coin : 

He's only welcome to the Charms 

£ Conceal'd in Chloe's tender Arms, 


Who values no Expence to know 
Ihe pleaſing Tenement below. 


I N 


IN 
Vino Veritas: 
OR, 
The Tip! ing Ph y loſopher. | 


Togenes, Surly and Proud, 
Who Snarl'd at the Macedon Youth, 
Delighted in Wine that was good, 
Becauſe in good Wine theres Truth 
Till growing as Poor as a Job, 
Unable to purchaſe a Flaſk, 
He choſe for his Manſion 2 Tu b, 
And liv'd by the Scent of the Caſk. 


G 2 Htraclitus 


(52) 


Heraclitus would never deny 5 N Co 
A Bumper to Comfort his Heart, 5 1 
But when he was Maudlin would Cry, 
Becauſe he had empty'd his Quart: 
Tho? ſome are ſo foolith to think, Wi 
That he wept at Mans Folly and Vice, 7 
When 'twas only his Cuſtom to Drink, Th 
Till the Liquor flow'd out of his Eyes. : 
Daene always was glad, 45 
To Tipple and Cheriſh his Soul, | } 
Would Laugh like a Man that was Mad, 
When over a flowing Bowl; ] 
As long as his Cellar was ſtor'd, Hi 
| His Liquor he'd Merrily quaff, a 


And when he was drunk as a Lord, 
At thoſe that were Sober he'd Laugh. 1 


Copernicus 


(53) 


Copernicus, like to the reſt, 
Believ'd there was Wiſdom in Wine, 
And fancy'd a Cup of the beſt 
Made Reaſon the brighter to ſhine. 
With Wine he repleniſh'd his Veins, 
And made his Philoſophy reel, 
Then fancy'd the World, like his Brains, 
Run round like a Chariot-Wheel. 


<9 


Ariſtotle, that Maſter of Arts, 

Had been but a Dunce without Wine, 
And what we aſcribe to his Parts, 

Is but due to the Juice of the Vine. 
His Belly, ſome Writers agree, 

Was as large as a watering Trough, 
He therefore jump'd into the Sea, 


Becauſe he'd have Liquor enough. 


Old 
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Old Plato was reckon'd Divine z 
De wiſely to Vertue was prone, 
But had it not been for good Wine, 


His Merits we never had known. 


By Wine we are Generous made, 
It furniſhes Fancy with wings, 

Without it we ne'er ſhould have had 
Philoſophers, Poets, or Kings. ; 7 


U 


AN 


EPIITI A H 


ON THE 


French Prophet, 


Who was to make his Reſur- 
rection on the 25th of May. 


ER E lies a Prophet, who, as People ſay, 
Will riſe again the Twenty fifth of May; 


But if he dees, then I'll be Hang'd that Day. 


Lacy may Rattle at his Coffin-Door, 
And knock till he has made his Knuckles ſore, 
But it he wakes, III ſleep for evermore. 


Should 


1.098). 
Should he ſtart up alive to Human Eyes, 's 

I muft confeſs *twould prove a great Surprize z 

But if he ſhould not, then the Prophet Lyes. 


O'th' Firſt of April had the Scene been laid, 
I ſhould have Laugh'd to've ſeen the Living made 
Such April Fools and Blockheads by the Dead. 


| UE, P 
But fince the Prophet has miſtook the Day, 
Come all ye Fools and ſee him riſe in May z © 

If Cheated, Piſs on his Preſumptive Clay. * 

T. 


Another 


""OWF | 


— 


—— 


363 


Another on the ſame Prophet: 


Written by bimſelf. 
I! F on the Twenty fifth of May © 
The Day of Judgment happens, 
TII rife as ſurely on that Day, 
As Aldermen love Capons. 


But if both Days prove not the ſame, 
I here adviſe you fairly, 
To go like Blockheads as you came; 


I cannot riſe fo early. 
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„ THE Y 
- | BY 1 
rrick Lover: 
o R, 
4 
The BEAU in an Extaſie. 
1 
That my Eyes could from their Sockets ſtart, 
And like ſwiſt Bullets from their Cannon fly, 
With them Id ſhoot Dorinda to the Heart, 4 
And there in Secret ſhould my Eye-Balls lie. | 
1 
There ſliould they watch her Motions, and hes 
[ Thoughts, 
And &ery am'rous wanton Action ſee, 4 
Bear witneſs of her Vertues and her Fau'ts, 
4 


And cery Hour report the ſame to me. 
Were 


1 
Were I on Babes Tower perch'd on high, 
Where all beneath in Minuture appears; 


Or plac'd on Caucaſus ſo near the Sky, 
That I could hear the Muſick of the Spheres. 


Should but the Fair Dorinda walk below, 


Altho? ſhe ſeem'd no bigger than a Flea, 
From the proud Mountain I my ſelf would throw, 
To catch the Nymph, that ſhe my Love might ſee. 


Nay, were ſhe chang'd into a Dolphin's Shape, 
And Deſtin'd by the Gods to Live and Rove 
I'th' Ocean, that her Beauty migut eſcape 
The Rage and Fury of my ardent Love. 


I'd Plow the Billows of the Gulph like Drake, 
And Swim till I the Beautious Fiſh had found ; 

Then mount her Charming Belly, not her Back, 
And like Orion ride the Ocean round. 1 
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Why ſhould ſhe Curſe nic with a Scornful Frown, 
When with a Smile the might her Lover ſave, 


Who for her ſake would Poyſon, Stab, or Drown, 


Were he but ſure to hug her in the Grave. 


For were I frozen in the Earth's cold Bed, 
One gent le Stroke with her reviving Hand, 

Would fire my Sparits, raiſe me from the Dead, 
And make me bolt upright before her ſtand. 


O that I had her claſp'd within my Arms, 
Like fierce Bacephalus I'd Snort and F 02M, 

And glut my Paſſion with her melting Charms, 
Tho Crowds of Angels to her Aid ſhould come. 


But ſince my Love ſhe either Scorns or Hates, 
With kind eas I'll ſupport my Flame, 

Chaſe her from hence thro' Adamantine Gates, 
And in the neather World purſue the Dame. 


NEW RIDDLE 
LADIES. 


Hat's that in which Good Huſſiffs take 
+ [&elight? 


Which, tho” it has no Legs, will ſtand upright ? 
'Tis often us'd, both Sexes muſt agree, 


Beneath the Navel, yet above the Knee. 

Ar th' end it has a hole, tis Stiff and Strong, 

Thick as 8 Maiden's wriſt, and pretty long : * 
To a ſoft place tis very oft apply d, | 
And makes the thing tis us d to ſtill more wide; 


Yet : 
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Yet Women love to riggl' it to and fro, 


That what lies under may the wider grow. 
By Giddy Sluts it is ſometimes abus'd, 


- But by Good Huſſiffs rubb'd before tis us d, 


That it may fitter for their purpoſe be, 
When they to occupy the ſame are free. 
Now tell me, Merry Ladies, if you can, 
What this muſt be, that is no part of Man? 


Natural SONG © 


AF I ER A 


Natural Folly. 


| OW, Damon, you have had your will, 
Pray what are you the better? — 
Why, Deareſt, could you not lie ſtill, 
And bridle headſtrong Nature ? 
How Fooliſh, Negligent and Cool, 


Fe 


Methinks you look upon me, 
Now you have made me ſuch a Fool, 


And tivice or thrice Undone me, 


Were 


4 
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Were it to do again, I'm ſure, 3 


I'd not be won fo eaſie z 
I'd Dye before I'd be your Whore, 


Or Damn my Soul to pleaſe ye. 
For ſince you have done what you have, 
I know you'll but abuſe me, 
And make me your Submiſhve Slave, 
When you've a mind to uſe me. 
Stppyſe that I with Child ſhould prove, 
How you would Rave about it; 


And Swear, perhaps, to ſhew your Love, 
Some other Perſon Got it. 

But have a care; for if it ſhon'd 
Be ſo, as I Surmiſe it, 

I'd make you love your Fleſh and Blood, 
Or elſe I'd claw your Eyes out. 


Damon 's 


DA MO Ms 
ANSWER to 


HAI 
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I knows you'll turn a Common Trull, 


INCE, Fhillis, you've been ſuch a Fool | 
To yield me your Embraces, | 


8 — 
2 — 


And ſoon have all your Paces; 


I beg you'll not depend on me 1 
- , ph. © 
To be your Conſtant Lover, £ 

or ſince you've proy'd ſo very free, 


My Paſſion now is over. 


— 
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I only wanted what I've got, 


The Broaching of your Beauty, 4 
But hate to be ſo dull a Sot, . 
As to be kind or true t'ye. 


Therefore if you ſhould Pregnant prove, - 
I yow I would much rather, 

To Fifty more you'd ſhew your Love, 

Than chuſe me for a Father. 
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THE 
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THE 


Taunting Repremand 


OF A 


Young WIFE 


TO AN 
Old Jealous HUSBAND: 


H AT's matter with the Cruſty Fook 
| Muſt your Example be my Rule? 
Muſt I forbear the Park and Play, 


To Rub your hoary Head all day, 
Aud make it my Delight to pleaſe 
Your Doating Bearded Foolleriee ? 
. Not 
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Not I, indeed, tis plague enough, 
At Night to hear you Wheeze and Cough 
Like an old Ram that's doom'd to Rot 
In ſome low wet unwholſome Spot. 
Nay, to endure your pois'nous Breath, 
That's tainted by your mould ring Teeth ; 
At Meals to, ſee you Chew your Food, 
As Couchent Cattle do their Cud: 
And as you Mumble, Eat and Prate, 
To drop your Stumps upon your Plate; 
Then pick m up to let me ſee, 
The Emblems of Mortality. 
How can you think a Woman, who 
Can bcaſt of Youth and Beauty too, 
Will tamely bear, within a Cage, 
The cold Iafirmities of Age, 
Without ſome Freedoms that may poize 
The Plagues ſhe finds, inſtead of Joys? 
Prithee now therefore mind, my Dear, 
Thy Nodding in thy Wicker - Chair; 


And 
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And with Tobacco whiffs Perfume, . 1 
At once thy Naſtrils and the Room: | 1 
And hide thoſe naſty Sents that riſe '1 
From Rotten Teeth, and Running Eyes, | 
And Iſſues in thy Arms and Legs, 
To lengthen Life's uneaſie Dregs, = I : 
And aſk not me where tis I go? 

Where I have been? Or what I do? 

Such Queſtions ſuit not with your Age, 

Now going off the Publick Stage: | 4 
Teaze not your poor Remains of Life 

About the Conduct of your Wife: 

Books, Meditaticns, Beads and Pray'rs, 

Better become your Snowy Hairs: 


The thoughts of your approaching Fate, | 
And prudent Settling your Eſtate : 
The Chriſtian hopes of future Bliſs 
In the next World, when ſnatch'd from this; 
Dreams of thoſe Heav'nly, but unknown 
Abodes, beyond the Sun and Moon; 
Where 


(79) 

Where lucid Joys Reward the Good, 

When cleangd from Sinful Fleſh and Blood. 
Now Old, you only ought to pleaſe 
Your Soul with ſuch Delights as theſe : | 
And not perplex your Doating Years 

With Reſtltſs Jea louſies and Fears; 

Or make the Vertues of a Wife 

The Care of your Declining Life. 

Since you are paſt the Nuptial Sport, 
Should I prove Wanton, where's the hurt ? 
Would not a ſpritely Off. ſpring be 

An Honour to your Age and me? 

What if your Land's by others Sown, 
Your Patience makes the Crop your own? 
Tho' your Friend gives the ſtrenuous Jirk, 
You'd have the Credit of the Work? 

The Flatt'ring World will wiſh you Joy, 
And find your Likeneſs in the Boy. 


I am too Briſł and Gay, I own, 


* Now Marry'd, to remain a Nun. 


The 
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The cold Deficiencies of Age, 

Cannot my Youthful Heat aſſwage. | 
Whilſt you are Old, and I am Young, 

I muſt and therefore hold thy Tongue: 
For tis not the Voluptuous Wife, 

But Jealous Spouſe that breeds the Strife 
Which plagues a Matrimonal State, 

And does ſuch Helliſh Feuds create. 


Therefore if you would eaſie be, 
You ſhould Connive at what you ſee, 
And let me take my Liberty. 


Punch-Bowl Song. 


AIR Chloe is a Scornful Jade, 

For all her Lovely Charms, 

Becauſe The flouting Gipſie ſaid, 
That ſhe'd not truſt me in her Arms. 


But ſince the flowing Bowl, 
That Chears my drooping Soul. 
Does much the kinder Miſtreſs prove, 


Tell me no more, no more of Love. 


But give me a Cup, a Cup, a Cup, 


As full as it can contain; : 4 . 
For I am reſolwd to Drown, to Drown, 


4 To Drown the Scornful Quane. i 
A THE 
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THE 


Lover's deteſtation of Jealouſie 


WITH * 
Advice to his FRIEND. 


Vaunt thou Fiend of Jealouſie, araunt! 
A No more my Love with thy ill Spirits haunt; 
Let not thy Brood of Serpents ſting my Breaft, 
Piftrat my Prains, and rob me of my Reſt. 
Oft. ſpring of Hell, Tormenting as its Flames, 
That Eurns in private, and whilſt Living Damns. 
In e'ery corner of the Soul it lies, 


And knaws us like the Worm that never dies. 
Fills us with Horror whereſo&er we go, 

And cools the ſweeteſt Joys we tafte below. 

Turns Love and Friendſhip to Revenge and Hate, 
And oft provokes us to E our Fate: 


* 
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Nay, makes us thirſt, when to a Frenzy grown, 
For others Blood, and careleſs of our own, 
Eclipſes Beauty, tho' ſhe*s'ne'*er ſo bright, 
And makes her dreadful to her Lover's fight. 
Cauſts bot cle. which Nature has beſtow'd, 


To prove as hateful 2s the Plarine Toad. 
Makes the whole World, and all that's in it ſeem 


A fright] Chaps, end o Live a Donn. 
And as it ſelf's of an Infernal Hue, 

It cauſes all things to appear fo too. 

So when: the Janndice does our Looks diſguiſe, 
And with its Golden Symptoms ſtains our Eyes. 
It makes each Obje& we behold appear, 

As Nauſcous as the die our Bodies wear. 


It fills our Fancies with abrupt Conceits, 
Betrays our Judgment, and confounds our Wits, 
Forms dreadful Monſters in the working Brain, 
And wounds the Heart with an inceſſant Pain. 
So Raving Madmen, when their Eye-balls cowl, 
Dreadful Imaginations rend the Soul 


T hat 


it 


That from the wretched Tortures which they feel, + 
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As they ſit fetter'd in a darkſome Cell, 
They fancy Men are Devils, and the World a Hell. 


O Jealouſie! How happy ſhonld we be, | 
Were Human Love from thy Diſtractions free: 
Beauty would then the greateſt Bleſſing prove, 
That Man could Wiſh, or Aſk for from Above 
But ſince the greateſt Pleaſures we enjoy, 

End in remorſe, that does the Bliſs deſtroy z + 
And ſtill do ſomething in themſelves n 
That ſhew at laſt the Flatt'ring Trifle vain. 

And Beauty, tho ſo Charming to the ſight, 
Never wants Plagues to ballance the Delight. 
Who then, if Prudent, would diſturb his Mind 
For fickle Woman, wav'ring as the Wind, 
Whether ſhe's Falſe or Faithful, Croſs or Kind. 


* . i HEY as... 
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For ſince by Nature Man is prone to Range, 


Tis fit the Fair ſhould be inclin'd to Change. 


Or what Variety in Love could be, 
Were they as Conſtant as they now are Free? 
Therefore 3 no Man interrupt his Reſt, 
About his Fair One's being Looſe or Chaſt. 

Ne'er let the Curſe of Jealouſ! e confound 0 
His peaceſul Breaſt, but let the World go round. 
0 Where Man for Int reſt will betray his Friend, 
| And Lovers Vow what neither do intend : | 
| Where Guides themſelves from Vertues Rules e, 
if And Juſtice uſe but as a Term of Art. 
| Where Huſbands do their Lawful Mates 8 
And Chaſtlook'd Wives their Nuptial Beds defile. 


5 Thereſore, my Friend, if you would happy prove, | 
Let not your eaſe depend on Female Love: | 

But keep your Breaſt from Jealous Conflids free, | 
For Women will be Falſe as well 2s we. 


